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My history as recorded minister
Vail Palmer
	In August 1954 my wife Candida and I were members of Arch Street Meeting in Philadelphia (Philadelphia Yearly Meeting, a united yearly meeting belonging to Friends General Conference).  In mid-August I was due for sentencing in my second prosecution as a draft refuser.  To our surprise, the judge this time did not sentence me to prison, but imposed a sentence of three years probation and a $500 fine.  Our son Logan was born a couple of weeks later --  a birthright member of the Monthly Meeting of Friends of Philadelphia (Arch Steet).
	For nearly two years I had been working in the office of the Central Committee for Conscientious Objectors, in Philadelphia, while my court case had dragged on in the federal district court in Philadelphia.  Now the time seemed appropriate for a change; Candida and I looked forward to moving to a rural or small town area where we could be of service in a Friends Meeting.  I spent a week visiting members of a Conservative Friends meeting in Iowa – but prospects of finding work in the area looked dim.  We heard that a small pastoral meeting in New Hampshire was looking for a pastor.  We visited Friends in the village of Gonic, and I was offered the position of pastor.  Our family of three moved to Gonic, New Hampshire, and I took up my duties as pastor of Gonic Friends Meeting at the beginning of April 1955.
	We soon moved our memberships to Dover Monthly Meeting, in New England Yearly Meeting (a united yearly meeting belonging to Friends United Meeting).  There were two local preparative meetings in Dover Monthly Meeting – Gonic and Meaderboro (a fundamentalist community church).  Dover Monthly Meeting belonged to Dover Quarterly Meeting – and was the only surviving Monthly Meeting in that quarterly meeting!
	At some time during the first year of my pastorate at Gonic, the proposal came to the monthly meeting that I be recorded as a minister.  I do not recall the exact process; the proposal probably originated in a Ministry and Counsel meeting at Gonic, and may have come first to the Gonic preparative meeting before going to the monthly meeting.  I do know that I had not been consulted in advance about the proposal, before I heard it being brought up in a business meeting.  This did not surprise me; it was the way things had traditionally been done among Friends.
	Clearly, some Friends in Gonic had felt that things would be in good order if their pastor was also a recorded minister.  The proposal was approved without much discussion and with no opposition, by the monthly meeting, and also I believe (but am not sure) by the quarterly meeting.  I do remember wondering whether the meeting had rushed to judgment in its belief that I had the gift of pastoral ministry!  I did feel adequate in leading worship on Sunday mornings, but beyond that had no real understanding of what I was supposed to be doing with the rest of my time.  I had attended Methodist and Congregational churches during my two years on a co-op farm in California (1948-1950), but had no real role models in the pastorate to learn from.
	Our daughter Crystal was born at the end of 1955.  By the spring of 1956 it was clear that the family was hard pressed to make ends meet on my small salary from the church, and with permission from the Meeting, I went to work part time for the agronomy department at the nearby University of New Hampshire.  By summer I was visited by one of the leaders of the Meeting, who stated that the Meeting was having difficulty in paying my salary.  The expectation had been that a new pastor would bring in new members, which would raise the financial base.  [No one had ever told me, in advance or after I was on the job, about this expectation!]  In any case, the church would be unable to continue having a regular, full- or part-time, pastor after the end of July.  That time came, and I was no longer a pastor – and never served as a pastor again.  It was abundantly clear to me by that time that I did not have a gift for the pastoral ministry.
	In August I started work at a full-time job with the agricultural economics department at the University of New Hampshire.  The university was in Durham, several miles south of Gonic.  Between Gonic and Durham was the city of Dover.  In Dover there was an old, unused but intact, Friends meeting house.  Earlier in the year a few Friends, including a faculty member from the University of New Hampshire and a young family that had been members and regular attenders at Gonic, had decided to re-open that meeting house and hold weekly unprogrammed meetings for worship there.  After leaving the pastorate, Candida and I and our two young children began attending that meeting in Dover – which became a third preparative meeting in Dover Monthly Meeting.  By the end of the summer we had rented an apartment in the small town of Newmarket, a few miles south of Durham.
	My three years of probation had another year to run.  I knew the time had come to make a serious decision about my long-term Christian vocation.  I had been considering missionary work with Friends in Africa or India; or working directly for peace as a staff member with the American Friends Service Committee, the Fellowship of Reconciliation, or some similar organization; or scholarship and teaching in the field of religion, at the college or university level.  Cecil Hinshaw had been a student pastor at Gonic when he was working on his doctoral degree.  He had become a teacher at William Penn College in Iowa, and eventually served a few spectacular years at president of that college.  While there, he had attracted a number of radical pacifist Quaker faculty members and students; one of the students was Ken Champney, who later married my sister Peggy.  When I came to Gonic Cecil’s wife and two children were living near Gonic while he was on an around-the-world tour for the American Friends Service Committee.  After his return from that trip, he became a warm friend, supporter, and counselor to me as I was struggling with the pastorate.  Now Cecil Hinshaw was the person who helped me see clearly that my own talents especially fitted me to choose the path of scholarship and teaching.  
	I began by applying for admission to the doctoral programs, and for financial aid, at three divinity schools:  Harvard, Yale, and Chicago.  All three schools accepted me for admission and offered scholarship help.  But the scholarship help offered was not sufficient to support a family of four, and I was not willing to go into debt for my education.  I regretfully wrote the three schools that it was not going to work out.  That was the last I heard from Harvard and Yale.  Charles Long, dean of students at the University of Chicago Divinity School, was not ready to give up on me.  He offered to look for part-time work for me in Chicago to supplement the scholarship aid. I let him know that I was not interested in working as a part-time pastor.  He sent me a generic job-application form that he could make available to prospective employers.  I filled out the form, and listed among my qualifications that I had taken several accounting courses at Modesto Junior College in California; but I refused on principle to answer one question in the form – what was my race?  I added a note that I did not believe this factor should be relevant in qualifying me for any position (except possibly a job working specifically to improve racial justice).  I returned the form to Charles Long’s office, and waited to see if anything should work out.  
	When I attended New England Yearly Meeting sessions in late June, I was discouraged that way was not opening for me to move forward with my plans.  One Friend, Caleb Smith, urged me to consider a back-up plan:  Apply to the school of theology at Boston University, and try for a part-time pastorate at a Friends church in New England.  With some reluctance, I followed through.  Boston University was glad to accept me as a student.  The superintendent of New England Yearly Meeting let a meeting in Massachusetts know of my availability; that church invited me to interview and deliver a trial sermon on July 7th.  I chose in my sermon to recommend John Woolman’s austere life-style as a model for Quaker living – in hopes that Friends might decide that I was too much of a “radical” to be their pastor!
	I had not yet heard back from the Massachusetts church when, on August 2nd, I received a telephone call from George Bent, finance secretary for the Chicago Regional Office of the American Friends Service Committee.  He was looking for a part-time accountant, to begin work at that office, beginning the day after Labor Day.  He had learned of my availability from the University of Chicago Divinity School!  Could I come by train or bus to Chicago for an interview?  I expressed doubts that I could make the trip, wind up family affairs, pack and ship family belongings, and drive the family to Chicago, all within a 32-day span.  After some thought, George Bent decided to take a chance; he made a firm offer of the job, sight unseen, then and there, and I accepted.
	August 17th, the final day of my three years probation, left me free of any obligations to the federal government.  The next day, Candida, Logan, Crystal, and I left Newmarket in our ancient car on the first leg of our trip to Chicago.  After visits en route with my parents and other family in Pennsylvania, with sister Peggy in Ohio, and a camping weekend with Candida’s brother and sister in law, Volker and Daphne Heine, who were visiting in the states from their home in England, we arrived in Chicago on Labor Day, September 2nd, and I started work at the AFSC office the next day.
	Three days later we found a rental apartment very close to the University of Chicago, which would become available for us to move into on September 14th.  Classes did not begin at the University until the beginning of October.  When I went to the dean of students office to sign up for classes, I was in for a surprise:  Charles Long was black!  I decided that I had not been taking as big a risk as I thought, when I refused to fill in the “race” blank on that employment form.  
	Once we had moved into the apartment, we began attending 57th Street Meeting in Chicago.  Because we would be living on a tight budget and because there was a good, inexpensive public transportation system in Chicago, we lived without a car during our four years in Chicago.  We lived only a few blocks from the meeting house – an easy walk for the young family.  We moved our membership from Dover Monthly Meeting to 57th Street Meeting --  a united, unprogrammed meeting belonging to Illinois Yearly Meeting (Friends General Conference) and Western Yearly Meeting (Friends United Meeting).  Illinois Yearly Meeting did not have any provision for recording ministers or for recognizing the recording of ministers from other yearly meetings.  Therefore I became a joint member of two yearly meetings, but a recorded minister (by transfer from New England Yearly Meeting) in Western Yearly Meeting only!
	Six years earlier I had been a student at the Graduate School of Theology at Oberlin College, in Ohio.  During the academic year 1951-1952 I attended the unprogrammed meeting in Oberlin.  Early in that year I had risen in meeting and spoken a message, using the Christ-centered language that reflected my own faith as a Friend.  A leading Friend in the meeting eldered me afterward – the language I had used was theological, therefore dogmatic, therefore unquakerly!  At 57th Street Meeting, I learned of only one Friend, besides Candida and me, who identified himself as Christian:  Marshall Hodgson, who taught Islamic studies at the University of Chicago.  The meeting was a large one, with a number of capable Friends who were looked to for leadership – including Gilbert White, professor of geography at Chicago, who had been president of Haverford College for several years; and George and Elizabeth Watson – George was dean at Roosevelt University in the city, and was later to become founding president of Friends World College, on Long Island, NY.  I did speak occasionally in meeting, and was never criticized for using Christian language, but I did not sense that many Friends were edified or inspired by my messages.  Although we attended meetings for worship and for business regularly, I did not take a very active part in the work of the meeting.  
	Even before we moved to New Hampshire, Candida and I had been in close touch with a number of Friends, including Lewis Benson, T. Canby Jones, John Curtis, and Wilmer Cooper, who had studied early Quakerism and saw those Friends as having a Christian message that could inspire Friends today.  Through these Friends, I was aware that there were a number of Mennonite scholars who had a similar hope for the recovery of the early Anabaptist vision in their churches.  Among those scholars were John Howard Yoder, Paul Peachey, John W. Miller, and Virgil Vogt.  During the summer of 1957, at a conference of Friends in the Americas at Wilmington College, the Friends I had named and other interested Friends got together and founded the Quaker Theological Discussion Group.  When the first conference of the Q.T.D.G. was scheduled to be held at the Friends Boarding School in Barnesville, OH, at the end of June, 1959, our whole family made plans to attend.  
	When we moved to Chicago, Candida and I were aware that John Miller and Virgil Vogt were living in Evanston, just north of Chicago, with several other Mennonite familes, in an intentional community, the Reba Place Fellowship.  During our years in Chicago, we visited Reba Place from time to time, and found there the Christian fellowship and support which 57th Street Meeting was unable to give us.  
	At the beginning of the summer of 1959 I purchased a car for $300 from a Mennonite student at the Divinity School.  During a month’s vacation from my job, Candida, Logan, Crystal, and I loaded up the car with tent, camping supplies, and clothing, and headed east.  The first night was spent at Holland State Park, on the eastern shore of Lake Michigan.  A fierce windstorm blew in, and for several hours Candida and I held on for dear life to the center pole of the umbrella tent to keep the tent from collapsing or blowing away.  The third day of driving brought us to Barnesville, where we stayed and enjoyed the Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference.
	Then on to eastern Pennsylvania, to visit my parents and other family and friends.  On July 18th I was best man when my brother Clark married Andrea “Andy” Wilcox at Swarthmore Friends Meeting House.  Four days of driving then brought us back to Chicago – the end of four full weeks away from home.  Before the summer was over, I sold the car – for $300.  
	During our time in Chicago, the University of Chicago Divinity School was affiliated with Chicago Theological Seminary and two smaller institutions in the Federated Theological Faculties at the University of Chicago.  In 1960 I learned that the Federated Theological Faculties had awarded me a full academic fellowship which was funded by the Eli Lilly Foundation, for the academic year 1960-1961.  The Divinity School supplemented this by offering us housing rent-free in an apartment complex operated by the Divinity School for its students.  With careful budgeting, I was able to devote full time to my studies, and so I resigned from my job at A.F.S.C. at the end of the summer.  I had done a good job as their accountant, and the staff and regional executive committee were sorry to see me go.  
	By the end of May 1961 I had completed my course work at the Divinity School, had an approved topic for my Ph.D. dissertation, and had passed all of the required written and oral examinations.  Earlier in the year, Chicago Theological Seminary had pulled out of the Federated Theological Schools and the federation therefore ceased to exist.  In the aftermath of this debacle, the Lilly Foundation did not renew its fellowship grant to the Federation, so that I had no funding for remaining at Chicago while I wrote my dissertation.
	In this situation, our family attended the second Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference, again in Barnesville, Ohio, during the first few days of July.  Lewis Benson was there and talked glowingly of the new community he and his wife, Sarah, were living in.  Along with a Quaker family (Austin and Joan Wattles and their young children) and a young Mennonite couple (Hardy and Mary Carroll), they were living in a house on Baring Street in west Philadelphia, and attempting to recover the commitment and community spirit of early Friends.  He urged us to consider moving to Philadelphia and joining this year-old community.  
	Somewhere I also got word that the mid-Atlantic regional office of the American Friends Service Committee had an opening for a temporary (one-year) administrative position:  assistant to the executive secretary of the region.  In late July we drove from Chicago to eastern Pennsylvania, and pitched our tent in my parents’ yard – twenty-five miles southwest of Philadelphia.  I had an interview with Nick Paster, executive secretary of AFSC’s mid-Atlantic region, which had its office in one corner of the AFSC’s national office building in downtown Philadelphia.  Our family spent a long weekend with the Baring Street Fellowship families – then returned a week or so later for two evenings.  We came to a decision to move into the Baring Street Fellowship; I accepted the job offer at AFSC.  Leaving Candida and the children with my parents, I drove back to Chicago, made a number of final visits, gave away our furniture and packed up other household goods and clothing for shipment to Philadelphia, and drove back to my parents’ home, arriving in late August.  Three days later, five-year-old Crystal was hospitalized for a tonsillectomy.  We finally moved into the Baring Street house on September 10, 1961; the next day I started work at the American Friends Service Committee.  
	There was a Friends Meeting in the Powelton Village neighborhood, near to where we were living.  At first our family alternated between attending Powelton Meeting and going to Arch Street, where Candida and I had formerly belonged.  It was well into 1962 before we were regularly attending Arch Street.In November 1962 we transferred our memberships from 57th Street Meeting in Chicago to Arch Street Meeting in Philadelphia.  I was concerned about the lack of knowledge of the Bible among Philadelphia Friends, and realized that I had learned much about the Bible in my seminary studies.  With my extensive reading of biblical scholars in the Biblical Theology movement, I had gained a fresh and (to me) exciting new perspective on the Bible.  Believing that I had something new to share, I found myself offering frequent commentaries on biblical passages in Meeting at Arch Street.  Candida also spoke frequently in Meeting.
	The Philadelphia Yearly Meeting Faith and Practice included instructions for the recording of ministers, but made no provision for transferring the recorded-minister status from or to meetings outside of Philadelphia Yearly Meeting.  After our membership had transferred to Arch Street, therefore, I was no longer a recorded minister.  I am not sure how long we had been members at Arch Street when we attended the Monthly Meeting session where Arch Street’s Meeting on Worship and Ministry brought in a recommendation that Candida and I be recorded as ministers.  As was the case in New England, we were not told in advance that Worship and Ministry was considering this move.  I do not recall whether we were asked to leave the room while the Monthly Meeting deliberated on the recommendation.  In any case, the recommendation was approved and forwarded to the Quarterly Meeting on Worship and Ministry.  With the approval by that body, the recording of both of us was completed.  This recording that I had a gift for vocal ministry in unprogrammed worship made a lot more sense to me than my previous recording as having the gift for pastoral ministry in a programmed meeting. I had been a recorded minister in two yearly meetings belonging to Friends United Meeting.  Now I was a recorded minister in a Friends General Conference yearly meeting.  By definition, recorded ministers in Philadelphia Yearly Meeting were members of the Meeting on Worship and Ministry.  The first mention in my date books of attending Arch Street’s Meeting on Worship and Ministry was in September 1963.  
	In addition to income from employment, Austin and Joan Wattles had been receiving substantial income from stocks, which had come to them by inheritance or as a gift from one of their parents.  They did not feel comfortable in conscience with spending this unearned income on themselves; when they joined the Baring Street Fellowship, they turned the money they had accumulated and any stock earnings after that over to the Fellowship, with the direction that the use of this money should be decided by the community.  I believe it was while the Wattles family were still at Baring Street that the Fellowship decided to make the funds available to the Palmer family, when my work at AFSC came to an end, so that I could devote time to writing my dissertation.
	Austin Wattles was in increasing conflict with other members of the community.  I was fortunate not to be involved directly in any of these conflicts.  In the summer of 1962, attempts were being made in a business meeting to deal with the problem.  At length I ventured the opinion that Austin was not mature enough to be capable of real community life.  On being pressed, other members concurred with this judgment – and Austin and Joan decided that they had to leave the community.  They did leave the funds from their stock earnings in the hands of the Baring Street Fellowship.
	Nick Paster resigned from his position at AFSC, and in the summer of 1962 a new executive secretary, Dudley Pruitt, was appointed to succeed him.  I was asked to stay on my job beyond the original one-year term, in order to assist Dudley Pruitt in getting familiar with everything that had been going on in the mid-Atlantic region.  My work at the AFSC office continued until January 21, 1963.
	I was then back to work on my dissertation.  A desk with a huge writing surface was cobbled together from parts of two or three used desks and installed in front of a bay window in the Baring Street house, for my work.  I informed my dissertation advisor at the Divinity School that I was proceeding with my reading and writing.  We were only a few blocks from the University of Pennsylvania, from which I had graduated in 1948 – and so I had full access to the resources of that university’s library.  The funds available to me from the Baring Street Fellowship were almost enough to support the family for a year and a half.  
	Over the next few months, a major problem developed – increasing conflicts between Candida and Sarah Benson.  At the end of June Lewis Benson and I flew to Evanston, Illinois, to confer with John Miller at Reba Place.  John told us how the Reba Place Fellowship was dealing with interpersonal conflicts:  they had supported one young member while he got a degree in psychology and was professionally trained in helping people resolve these problems.  But Lewis was opposed to such a course or to seeking outside professional help – this smacked of professionalism, which he believed was incompatible with the early Quaker vision.  John recommended that the only viable course, in this circumstance, was to dissolve the Baring Street Fellowship.  
	After Lewis and I returned home, I reported to Candida and to Mary and Hardy Carroll.  They agreed with my recommendation that the Baring Street Fellowship be dissolved.  We also agreed that the Palmers and Carrolls would rent a house or a couple of apartments together for the time being – while I was working on my dissertation.  We would meet occasionally for study and house business, but would not otherwise be doing anything together as a community.  
	I had written a paper for the third Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference (July 16-19, 1963).  On July 12th Candida’s sister and one niece, Viola and Anne Palmer, who lived in New Zealand, arrived at Philadelphia for a six-day visit with us.  My grandfather, Charles Palmer’s 100th birthday was July 9th.  We were at the big family gathering on Sunday, the 14th, for the birthday party in Chester, PA, at my Uncle Newlin Palmer’s large home.  Candida, Logan, and Crystal stayed home to continue the visit with Viola and Anne, while I rode with Lewis and Sarah Benson and one other Friend to Barnesville, Ohio, on the 16th.  I read my paper at the QTDG conference:  “The Peace Testimony:  Does Christian Commitment Make a Difference?”  The paper was published in the Spring 1964 issue of Quaker Religious Thought (the first issue put together by QRT’s second editor, T. Canby Jones).
	In late July and early August, Candida, Logan, Crystal, and I drove west on a two-and-a-half week vacation trip.  We spent four days at Reba Place Fellowship in Evanston, Illinois, and had a reunion with two student families who had been our closest friends at the Divinity School.  On August 22, the Palmers and Carrolls signed a lease to rent a brick row-house building on busy Lancaster Avenue, a few blocks from the Baring Street house.
	On Wednesday, August 28th (Logan’s birthday!),I got up early and went downtown to 15th and Race Streets (in front of the AFSC office building) to board a chartered bus, with other Friends and AFSC staff members.  Ours was one of many buses, heading from many cities that morning, that converged in Washington, D.C. for a huge civil rights demonstration (the March on Washington for Jobs and Freedom).  We all got off our buses near the Washington Monument and walked en masse westward toward the Lincoln Memorial.  We found places to sit on the grass, as close as we could to the west end of the Mall.  For me, there were two highlights to the day.  The first was when I walked through the crowds and discovered my dear Friends, Fran and Pearl Hall.  I had known them since my college days, when Fran had led a silent retreat at the Kirkridge retreat center; they were now in charge of Powell House, New York Yearly Meeting’s conference and retreat center.  The second came at the end of a long afternoon of speeches delivered from the steps of the Lincoln Memorial – most of them appropriate but hardly memorable – when Martin Luther King, Jr. spoke.  I perked up:  this was a good speech! – especially with its stirring refrain:  “I have a dream”!
	On September 4th the Carrolls and Palmers moved into the Lancaster Avenue house.  Facing the street on the first floor was a large store-front window.  I curtained the window with panels of burlap.  More burlap divided the store-front room into two sections.  My enormous desk went into the roomy front section.  That was where I spent the coming months reading books and periodical articles by Reinhold Niebuhr, John Courtney Murray, and William Ernest Hocking, and writing page after page on my old typewriter.  The rest of the long first floor and somewhat smaller second floor were the Palmer apartment; the Carrolls occupied the third floor.  
	On September 7th I started a part-time job at Arch Street Meeting House – 6 hours a day on Saturdays and Sundays, sitting at the front desk to welcome and answer questions from tourists who wandered into this historic building, just a few blocks from Independence Hall.  The job lasted until the end of May 1964.  
	Sometime during the year, Wilmer Cooper invited me to become one of about twenty Quaker, Mennonite, and Brethren scholars who would take part in an eight-day seminar in Richmond, Indiana.  The seminar was an attempt to open serious dialogue, among the historic Peace Church traditions, on the nature of the church and its witness in the world.  Wilmer also invited me to write a paper to read at the seminar, on church and state in the Free church tradition.  I was excited to take part in this dialogue, but did not feel that I could afford to divert time and energy from my work on the dissertation, to write a paper.  Cecil Hinshaw ended up writing that paper; I did attend the seminar, June 8-16, 1964, and found it a stimulating and rewarding occasion.  I established some new friendships among the Mennonites and Brethren there.  A decision was made to hold future conferences, not limited to invited delegates, and perhaps involving a wider spectrum of churches – Baptists, Church of God, Methodists, Disciples of Christ, etc.  
	By the end of August I had completed typing my dissertation and mailed it off to my dissertation advisor in Chicago.  I had been looking for teaching openings in a college or graduate school for several months, but had been rudely shocked to discover that there were hardly any job openings in religion – anywhere.
	In September and October I put a lot of effort into trying to find a job in Philadelphia for the coming year – with no results except for a two-week stint at Arch Street Meeting House, welcoming tourists.  Arch Street Monthly Meeting had a large endowment of funds that had been bequeathed to the Meeting by Friends in earlier generations.  Some of the funds were earmarked to aid Friends in financial difficulty; we received support from these funds to tide us through the 1964-1965 year.
	In the summer of 1964 the Steering Committee of the Quaker Theological Discussion Group asked me to take on volunteer duties as treasurer of the Q.T.D.G. and circulation manager for Quaker Religious Thought.  I carried out these assignments for nearly ten years. 
	When my advisor read my dissertation, he let me know that it would need substantial revisions.  With no job in hand, I had plenty of time to do the rewriting.  I thought that I could do most of the work by reorganizing what I had already written.  I sent the revised, reorganized version of the dissertation to my advisor at the end of March 1965.

	Early in February 1965 I finally landed a part-time job – a secretarial position at the Women’s International League for Peace and Freedom.  The W.I.L. offices were on the first two stories of Jane Addams House, a building in downtown Philadelphia owned by that organization.  The C.C.C.O. office, where I had once worked, was on the third floor of that same building!  
	On March 21st and 22nd, I finally had an interview for a teaching position – at Kentucky Wesleyan College, in Owensboro, Kentucky.  I was offered a position as Assistant Professor of Philosophy and Religion, to begin in September; I accepted the offer.
	On May 1st, Canby Jones drove me to New Jersey for a meeting of the Quaker Theological Discussion Group.  Canby was on sabbatical leave from his teaching at Wilmington College (in Ohio), and was looking for someone to teach his two summer term classes.  The next day I got confirmation that I would have that summer position.  My first actual teaching experience was to be in a Quaker college!
	Late in May I took a bus to Owensboro, and found a house (half of a duplex) to rent.  My last day of work at the Women’s International League was June 11th.  On the 17th Hardy Carroll and Canby Jones helped me load a U-Haul truck.  The next day, I headed for Owensboro.  After unloading the truck, I took a bus to Louisville, and then a train to Philadelphia.  The family left Philadelphia in our car on June 25th.  We attended a Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference at Earlham College, Richmond, Indiana, July 2 – 4, and then drove on to Owensboro, arriving July 5th.  
	On July 16th, Candida’s mother, Maria Heine, arrived from her home in New Zealand for an extended visit.  The next day I drove to Wilmington; on the 18th I began my teaching at Wilmington College.  I lived in a dormitory room at the college during the five-week term.  Twice during the term I drove back to Owensboro for weekends with the family.  The other weekends I visitedsister Peggy, who lived in Yellow Springs, Ohio, only a few miles from Wilmington.  During my second weekend in Owensboro, I received word on August 14th that my advisor and the other two members of my dissertation committee had approved my dissertation:  “Eschatology and Foreign Policy in the Thought of Reinhold Niebuhr, William Ernest Hocking, and John Courtney Murray.”  The Wilmington College term ended August 20th; I was back in Owensboro the next day.  
	On September 6, I drove to Chicago.  The next day I picked up my typed copy of the dissertation at the office of the Dean of the Divinity School and carried it to the University of Chicago’s dissertation office, where it was assigned to one of the officially approved stenographers, who was to type up the official copies for the Divinity School library, for the University’s archives, and for me.  On the 8th I drove back to Owensboro.  
	My duties at Kentucky Wesleyan began with a faculty meeting and lunch on September 10, 1965.  Classes began a week later, September 17th.  Maria Heine’s visit ended when she flew out of Owensboro airport that afternoon.  
	In mid-December, the family was out of town for three days.  We drove to Chicago, and on Friday December 17th I formally received my Ph.D. degree at the University of Chicago’s fall quarter convocation in Rockefeller Chapel.  
	There was no Friends meeting or church in or very close to Owensboro.  I was one of four faculty members in the religion and philosophy department at Kentucky Wesleyan; the other three were ordained Methodist ministers.  Through my colleagues I got to know several United Methodist ministers serving churches in and near Owensboro.  Our family’s church attendance during our years in Owensboro was spotty.  The churches we attended most frequently were United Methodist, Disciples of Christ, and African Methodist Episcopal.  Between September 1966 and January 1968 we drove 50 miles once or twice a month to Evansville, Indiana – about 50 miles from Owensboro – to attend a small unprogrammedFriends meeting in the home of one of the members.  The last time we went, a couple of the members were talking very critically about Horace Champney and a couple of other Friends who had attempted civil disobedience against nuclear weapons testing, in a small boat in the south Pacific, and who were publicizing their experiences among Friends.  The Evansville Friends did not realize that Horace Champney was my sister Peggy’s father-in-law.  I felt humiliated and deeply offended.  We said nothing, but we never returned to that Meeting.  
	After driving through a heavy snowstorm to the village of Rio Grande, Ohio, for a weekend interview, in late March 1968 I accepted an offer to teach religion and philosophy at Rio Grande College, a private independent school, beginning in September.  

	After the end of the spring semester at Kentucky Wesleyan, the family left on a car-and-camping trip on June 5th.  On the 8th we were in the city of Gallipolis, Ohio, about ten miles from Rio Grande; we arranged to rent a large house on a steep hillside, overlooking the Ohio River, at the south end of Gallipolis.  After visiting my parents, we drove to a large old meeting house in Shrewsbury, New Jersey, where on June 16th I delivered the eighth in a series of annual Shrewsbury Lectures.  The previous lectures had been by Henry Cadbury, Howard Brinton, Everett Cattell, Lewis Benson, Arthur Roberts, Calvin Keene, and Maurice Creasey.  Dean Freiday, businessman and non-professional Quaker historian and theologian, was a key member of Shrewsbury Meeting who spearheaded the planning of this lecture series.  These lectures were all printed in pamphlet form.  Mine was titled “Religiously-Based Pacifism.”
	We also attended sessions of Friends General Conference in Cape May, NJ, before our return to Owensboro on July 8th.  On our return, we loaded half of our household furniture and belongings on to a U-Haul truck.  With 13-year-old Logan as a passenger, on July 11th I drove the truck to Gallipolis, where we unloaded its contents in our new house.
	My final summer term of teaching at Kentucky Wesleyan lasted from July15th through August 16th.  We loaded the rest of our household furnishings into a second U-Haul truck, and on the 21st and 22nd Logan and I took the truck to Gallipolis.  Since Candida did not have a driver’s license, we engaged a driver to take her and Crystal to Gallipolis in our VW squareback.  August 30, 1968, was the day of my first faculty meetings at Rio Grande College; classes began on Friday, September 6th.  
	On September 7th the family drove 150 miles to Barnesville, Ohio, where Logan settled in to begin life as a boarding student at Olney Friends School.  
	While I was teaching at Rio Grande, we did not attend Sunday worship services.  As treasurer and circulation manager, I was a member of the Steering Committee of the Quaker Theological Discussion Group, which met twice a year.  I attended these meetings regularly; QTDG became the center of my connection to Quakerism during this period of time.  

	In September 1970 Crystal began attending Olney Friends School in Barnesville, while Logan was there for his senior year.  Logan graduated in June 1971, and worked for a few months at the Wilderness Society in Washington, DC.  Our home in Gallipolis had been sold, and we had rented a house in the village of Rio Grande; we moved into that house in late June.  In early November he came back to live with us in Rio Grande;  in February 1972 he began a course in machine-tool operating at a manpower training center in nearby Jackson, Ohio.  That course led to a job that made use of his new skills; Logan moved in August to Columbus, Ohio, so that he would live near his job.  
	Inthebeginning of March 1972 I spent several days in Newberg, Oregon, where Arthur Roberts had invited me to be a resource person for Christian Heritage Week at George Fox College.  In March 1973, Logan finished his job in Columbus and came home to Rio Grande for a month; in April he left on a hitch-hiking trip to the West Coast.  He settled down and found work in the Los Angeles area, where he could be near John Shaw, who had been his best friend at Olney Friends School.  
	By 1972 I had written three articles and comments on two other articles in Quaker Religious Thought.  I was guest editor for the Spring, 1973 issue of QRT, on the topic:  “Friends and the Sacraments:  Some Critical Perspectives.”  At the July 1973 Quaker Theological Discussion Group Conference, I agreed to succeed Christine Downing as editor of Quaker Religious Thought, and John McCandlesstook over my duties as treasurer and circulation manager.  The first issue to appear under my editorship was a double issue, winter 1974-75, on “Christ as Prophet.”  
	During my years at Kentucky Wesleyan and the early years at Rio Grande, I felt that, much as I enjoyed teaching, I had precious little time for research and writing.  With the relatively heavy teaching loads at both colleges, most of what writing I did came during the breaks between terms, especially during the summer.  I was aware that a major post-doctoral fellowship was available each year at Haverford College – the T. Wistar Brown Fellowship.  I applied for this fellowship, and was informed that my research proposal needed more definiteness.  In an attempt to make up this deficiency, I arranged with Earlham School of Religion to spend some time in their dormitory in the summer of 1973, so that I could do intensive readings in the Friends I proposed to study, in order to beef up my research proposal.  I arrived in Richmond, Indiana, on May 21st, a week after Rio Grande’s commencement, and went back to Rio Grande a week later to bring Candida to Richmond.  Candida and I drove to Barnesville for Crystal’s graduation ceremony on June 9th – and then we brought her with us to Richmond.  We had rich interaction with Earlham School of Religion faculty and students, and I reveled in my hours of reading in the Earlham College library.  This interlude lasted through June 30th – then home to Rio Grande.  Four days later I was on my way to Powell House in New York state, for the Quaker Theological Discussion Group Conference where I was chosen to be the next editor of Quaker Religious Thought.  Even with the improved proposal, it was to be another three years before I finally secured the T. Wistar Brown Fellowship.  
	Even though I did not often consciously admit it, there had been growing tensions over the years in Candida’s and my marriage.  These came to a head during a two-week vacation trip which Candida, Crystal, and I took in late July and early August of 1973.  Crystal had been admitted as a student, beginning that fall, at Guilford College, a Quaker college in Greensboro, North Carolina.  Our vacation was to include camping in the Great Smoky Mountains and a visit to the Guilford campus.  The weather in the Smokies was very rainy, and the camping was miserable.  Every attempt to change our plans en route just made matters worse; it seemed that I was unable to make any decision that left everyone happy  -- it felt like the vacation in hell.
	In late August I drove Crystal to Greensboro and installed her in her dormitory at Guilford.  A month later I drove Candida to Philadelphia, where she had arranged to stay in the home of a beloved older Friend, Florence Kite.  Her stated reason was that she needed to go to work, in order to add to our family income, in anticipation of a year of post-doctoral study at Haverford, where my fellowship income would be barely half of what I was getting from teaching.  Jobs in Rio Grande or Gallipolis would be hard to find.  Candida readily found work in Philadelphia as a secretarial assistant in a factory making dental equipment.  Later she secured work in magazine publishing.  While Candida was in Philadelphia, I drove to Philadelphia during every college break – Thanksgiving, Christmas, spring, summer. By Christmas 1974 she was out of work, and drove back to Rio Grande with me.

	I had been miserable and lonely, living by myself in the house in Rio Grande; I was delighted to have Candida back home with me.  In April and May she was in Philadelphia and in England for nearly two months.  She got an editorial job at Ranger Rick’s Nature Magazine (National Wildlife Federation’s magazine for children) in Philadelphia, and started work there in late June, 1975.  Crystal and I followed her to Philadelphia.
	During the preceding year or two, meetings in Friends United Meeting had been sharply divided over the question of speaking in tongues – was this practice essential to full Christian discipleship? Was it even appropriate for Friends?  An evening meeting at the July 1975 sessions of Friends United Meeting was planned – to be devoted to a consideration of the issue.  Quaker Theological Discussion Group agreed to contribute to this discussion by devoting one issue of Quaker Religious Thought to thoughtful, well-informed articles on this topic.  And so the second issue under my editorship was in the works:  “Ministries of the Holy Spirit”, with articles by five scholars.  The usual delays in editing and printing made the schedule tight.  The printing was finally complete by Saturday morning, July 5th.  The relevant session at Friends United Meeting was Saturday evening, the sixth, at Wilmington College in western Ohio.  I picked up the boxes of QRT from John McCandless’ print shop (outside of Philadelphia) on Saturday morning, and drove to western Pennsylvania, where I pitched my tent in a national forest campground.  Sunday morning my car wouldn’t start.  Somehow I eventually located a mechanic,who got the car going.  I found a pay phone and left a message at the Wilmington College switchboard that I was running very late.  When I finally arrived in Wilmington, the evening session had already begun.  As I dragged into the meeting room with the precious boxes, Canby Jones stood up and loudly hailed my arrival as a miraclewroughtby the Holy Spirit!  
	Candida and I were housesitting Mary Hoxie Jones’ home in Bryn Mawr that summer.  The Ranger Rick editorial offices moved from Philadelphia to Washington, DC;  Candida rented a room in Washington, and began working in the Washington office at the end of July.  Candida,Crystal,andI did a lot of driving back and forth between Washington and Philadelphia during August.  Henry Cadbury died that summer.  Late in August his son Warder Cadbury invited me over to Henry Cadbury’s home in Haverford, and offered me any books that remained from his father’s library after Quaker colleges had chosen all that they wanted.  I selected a few of Henry Cadbury’s Quaker books, including ancient copies of the Journals of Elias Hicks and John Wilbur!  Two days later I was driving west to Richmond, Indiana, to attend the Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference at Quaker Hill.  One more trip back to Washington and Bryn Mawr; Mary Hoxie Jones arrived back from her annual summer stay in Maine on September 4th.  I was back in Rio Grande by September 9th, ready for the opening of the fall semester three days later.  
	In February 1976 I got word that I had been granted the T. Wistar Brown Fellowship at Haverford for the 1976-77 academic year.  In early June I drove to Haverford and stayed a couple of days there in the home of John and Barbara (“Bar”) Curtis.  I had known the Curtises for many years; they were close supporters of Lewis Benson’s dream of reviving early Quakerism.  John was comptroller of the American Friends Service Committee; Bar was chief librarian of the Quaker Collection, in Haverford College library.  While at the Curtises I rented a tiny apartment in nearby Ardmore.  I drove back to Rio Grande and rented a room to store most of the household furnishings.  Events of the next few weeks included my parents’ 50th anniversary picnic and a Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference at Malone College in Canton, Ohio.  On August 3rd I vacated our Rio Grande House; three days later I was settled into the Ardmore apartment.  
	Conditions were set up well at Haverford for the T. Wistar Brown fellow.  I had a large alcove in the gallery of the Quaker Collection room, where I could stack books without formally checking them out, and where I could even type out pages when my research reached that point.  I had a meal ticket where I could eat in the College’s faculty dining room.  Bar Curtis and her staff were knowledgeable and graciously helpful.  
	Logan had left Los Angeles and was a student at the University of California in Santa Cruz, studying computer science.  In mid-September I had an urgent telephone call from Candida:  Logan had been in a bicycle accident, going downhill from the University Campus to his room in the city of Santa Cruz.  He had broken his femur and was in the hospital, with the opening of the fall term imminent.  She urged me to drive to Santa Cruz and provide whatever support he needed.  I headed straight west in my Toyota station wagon, and reached Santa Cruz in seven days of heavy driving.  Logan’s housemates installed me in his room, and I headed for the hospital.  There he lay, all 6-feet-plus of handsome young man, with a large metal pin in his upper thigh.  To my consternation, a petite young lady named Terry showed up, and seemed very much in charge.  Was she usurping the job I had come so many miles to do?  But it turned out there was plenty for me to do.  He was released from the hospital four days later, and it was up to me to drive him up the long hill to the University, and around the sprawling campus to his various classes.  I also took him to doctors for x-rays and follow-up visits.  After he was home for six days, he was ready to navigate for himself by bus, and I turned around for the drive back to the east coast.  This drive was a bit more leisurely – 9 days, with stops to see the Grand Canyon and to check in with faculty friends at Rio Grande.  
	During the 1976-77 academic year, I was attending Arch Street meeting, where I still had my membership, fairly regularly.  In mid-December a young Quaker student showed up at the Quaker Collection and introduced himself.  Dan Smith was an Oregonian, a member of Northwest Yearly Meeting, and a senior at George Fox College.  It soon became clear that we were thinking along very similar lines,  theologically and in social ethics, and that we were going to keep in touch in the years to come.  
	In late February my doctor diagnosed me with pneumonia and ordered me to bed.  The next day John and Bar Curtis took me to their home and installed me in an upstairs bedroom, where they fed me and cared for me during the week that it took to get back on my feet.  
During the time that she was working in Philadelphia and Washington, Candida’s letters to me had become increasingly angry.  I could not figure out what I could do to turn things around and get our marriage back on good terms.  In early June 1977 she and I went to Richmond, Indiana, and met with Fran and Pearl Hall, who were by then directors of the Quaker Hill conference center.  After two days of counseling, the Halls told me that Candida wanted a separation, and I accepted this outcome.  Fran advised me, “your danger is that you may become a lonely old man,” and suggested a couple of things I could do to start turning this around.  One of these would be to attend one of the weekend workshops on “Eliminating Self-Defeating Behavior” being led by Miriam Burke, a professor at Earlham School of Religion.  I also began to think it might be a good idea to move to a situation where I could again become actively involved in a Friends church or meeting.  
	Later in June I drove to Wichita, Kansas, for a Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference on the campus of Friends University.  In talking with several Friends there, I came to the conclusion that I would teach two more years at Rio Grande – which would give me enough time on the faculty to have a vested right to a small pension from the college, when I reached 65.  Kara Cole and Howard Macy were there from Reedwood Friends Church in Portland, Oregon.  Their depictions of what Reedwood was achieving with a new pastoral-team concept interested me, as did Howard’s success as a pastoral team member in starting a Center for Christian Studies, which offered college-level adult courses at the church.  There were also Friends from West Richmond Friends Church, near the Earlham College campus, which also was operating with a pastoral team.  I made commitments to visit both Portland and Richmond in the summer of 1978, to see if I would want to become a member of either of those churches.  I also planned to spend some time in 1978 with Arch Street Meeting Friends in Philadelphia, to see if relocating to Philadelphia in 1979 might be my choice.  
	I eventually stopped in Rio Grande on the way back to Pennsylvania.  On July 6th I rented a two-story house for myself at the north end of Gallipolis.  After a round trip in a U-Haul truck, I vacated the Ardmore apartment on August 9th and drove to Gallipolis.  
	In my year at Haverford I had typed a complete book-length manuscript, focused on the thought of four Friends:  Edward Burrough (first generation) and John Bellers (second generation) in the seventeenth century, Jonathan Dymond in the nineteenth century, and Richard Ullmann in the twentieth century.  The book contained seven chapters.  Each of the first four chapters summarized the religious or theological views and the views on peace and social justice issues of one of these Friends, and showed how their ethical positions were derived from their religious positions.  The final three chapters were an attempt to analyze the views of these Friends through the perspective of Christian-Marxist dialogue.  The first of these chapters was “Jonathan Dymond:  bourgeois ideologist.”  The second was a critical study of Cromwell and Communism, written early in the twentieth century by Eduard Bernstein, one of the German Social Democrats who called themselves “revisionist Marxists”;  I focused on the final three chapters of that book, which dealt with the earliest Quakers and John Bellers.  The final chapter was an analysis of Richard Ullmann’s involvement in the dialogue among Christians from both sides of the Iron Curtain and a comparison of his views with the views of some twentieth-century Marxists involved in Christian-Marxist dialogue.  
	Dean Freiday and Donald Nesti had conceived the idea of a series of publications which they called Catholic and Quaker Studies.  Donald S. Nesti, C.S.Sp. [Holy Ghost Fathers] was a Roman Catholic theologian who was teaching in Pittsburgh.  They had  gathered a small committee of Quakers and Catholics to administer this series.  Three publications had already appeared, including important doctoral dissertations by Maurice Creasey, Director of Studies at Woodbrooke (Early Quaker Christology, with special reference to the teaching and significance of Isaac Penington) and by Donald Nesti (Grace and Faith:  The Means to Salvation:  An analysis of early Quaker soteriology and sacramentality).  
	In November 1975 I was one of several scholars to whom Dean Freiday and Donald Nesti wrote, outlining a projected symposium volume in Catholic and Quaker Studies, and asking who might be interested in contributing a substantial article to this volume.  In reply I suggested that I could contribute some portion of my projected study for the T. Wistar Brown Fellowship.  In early May 1976 Dean Freiday extended an invitation to me to contribute an essay on “Experience and Ethics” to this volume.  Other contributions were being invited from Canby Jones and from three Roman Catholic Scholars:  Michael Sheeran, S.J.; Thomas Swift, S.J.; and Robert L. Faricy, S.J.  My essay would be essentially the first four chapters of my projected book.  
	In early February 1977 I sent a draft of my four-chapter  essay to the three persons who would be responsible for editing the book:  Dean Freiday, Donald Nesti, and J. Calvin Keene (who had been the first editor of Quaker Religious Thought).  The responses from all three were enthusiastic about what I had written; I was especially heartened by Dean Freiday’s words:  “Your gift for acute analysis and your ability to evaluate clearly the weaknesses and strengths of each author’s viewpoint have made for a pleasant and interesting paper.  You seem to have an almost psychological insight into the mental processes that produced their views.”  Each of the editors had specific suggestions for corrections, clarifications, and additions, which seemed useful.  I sent a revised version from Ardmore in July.  My final list of revisions was mailed to Dean Freiday from Rio Grande in October 1977.  None of the other essays for the book had been completed by then!
	The departmental structure of Rio Grande College had been reorganized several times while I was teaching there.  A new structure went into effect in the fall of 1977.  One of the new departments was Social and Behavioral Sciences.  My position in philosophy and religion could have fit into two or three of the new departments – but there was general agreement that I was wanted as chairman of the Social and Behavioral Sciences department – and that settled the matter!  
	In September I attended a weekend workshop led by Miriam Burke at Quaker Hill.  It was a life-changer.  I had so identified myself with my intellectual accomplishments that I had been hiding my emotions from myself for years.  A concluding exercise in guided fantasy helped the dam to burst.  Ever since our days in the Lancaster Avenue storefront, I had been suffering from daily acid indigestion, dosing myself with Gelusil and Maalox.  After that weekend, the acid indigestion vanished!  
	Crystal finished up her course work at Guilford College in December.  I picked her up in Greensboro, and brought her to Gallipolis for one night.  As a “graduation present” I took Crystal to California for a holiday visit to Logan and his girlfriend Terry.  We drove to Galesburg, Illinois, where we boarded the Amtrak train for Los Angeles.  We traveled by coach, but the seats were large enough and the cars uncrowded enough that we slept well through the two nights en route.  Logan picked us up at the Amtrak station.  Terry’s parents had just moved from the Los Angeles area, and were trying to sell their home in the San Fernando Valley; Logan and Terry were housesitting the home until it could sell.  We had a wonderful eight days together over Chistmas.  Crystal was looking for a place to do graduate study in geology, and so she went on to Davis, California, to check out the University of California branch in that city.  I took the train to San Francisco to attend professional meetings (American Academy of Religion), and then back to Galesburg, where I had parked my car.  
	The Rio Grande College spring term ended in May.  I did not stay for commencement weekend, but drove to Pennsylvania, where I attended a conference on Christian-Marxist dialogue at Rosemont College (very near to Bryn Mawr and Haverford).  I had mimeographed copies of my chapter on Bernstein’s Cromwell and Communism and titled it “A Revisionist Revised:  A New Look at Bernstein’s Cromwell and Communism.”  I read that paper at one of the small interest-group sessions at that conference.

	I spent nine days at the beginning of June visiting with Friends in West Richmond Friends Meeting, as I had promised the previous summer.  On July 15th I headed west for the major summer trip.  On the second day I met Crystal at the home of Aunt Opal Palmer in Lincoln, Nebraska.  Aunt Opal was the widow of Uncle Edgar, who had spent the later half of his career as a professor at the University of Nebraska.  Crystal had chosen that University as the place to do her graduate study.  Two days later I drove her to northern Nebraska, where a group of geology students were engaged in a field-trip project, digging up prehistoric rhinoceros bones from a buried sand pit.  
	I drove west to Portland, Oregon, where I spent two and a half weeks in the large home shared by Wayne and Kara Cole, their two daughters, and three other Friends.  During that time I attended sessions of Northwest Yearly Meeting in Newberg and visited with many ReedwoodFriends.  I was especially moved by a meeting in the church office with Jack Willcuts, chairman of the Reedwood pastoral team.  We stood in a circle while Jack prayed for God to guide me in the decisions I would be making.  I had never before had the experience of being “prayed over.”  I left Portland on August 12th and drove south to Los Angeles, where I stayed four days in the apartment which Logan was sharing with two new kittens.  Then I drove east, stopping again in Lincoln, Nebraska, where Crystal was now settled on campus in her dormitory room.  
	During Thanksgiving break I drove to Philadelphia and spent a few days visiting Arch Street Friends and attending Arch Street Meeting.  By the end of the year, I was clear that I wanted to move to Portland in the summer of 1979 and commit myself to becoming an active member of Reedwood Friends Church.  I knew that the likelihood of my finding a teaching position in any given geographical area were slim indeed, so that the move would involve looking for work in a completely different context.  
	But complications arose.  The academic Dean at Rio Grande had resigned, and the college was operating with a temporary replacement during 1978-1979.  The college announced early in 1979 that it was setting up a search process for a new Dean.  Several faculty members were convinced that I was the right person for the job and strongly urged me to submit my application; one close friend on the faculty actually told me that she believed God was calling me to this service.  I spent a weekend in Richmond in March, where I sought counsel from Wilmer Cooper and Fran and Pearl Hall; back in Rio Grande, I proceeded to submit my application for the position of Dean.  The search process proceeded slowly; it did seem likely that I might be the person selected, but I was not sure what decision I would make if I were to be offered the job.  
	After Rio Grande commencement in May, I drove East for a couple of weeks.  The weekend of June 2nd and 3rd I was at a meeting with a few Friends in Staten Island, New York; I believe it was a Quaker Theological Discussion Group subcommittee.  Among those present were Canby Jones and Dean Freiday.  Canby announced that he had finally completed his essay for the Catholic and Quaker Studies book, and had brought the typescripts with him, to turn them over to Dean.  But then, on his trip to his night’s lodging and return, Canby’s briefcase containing the copies of the essay was stolen on the subway.  The briefcase was never recovered, and Canby had not left any copies at home or in his college office.  After that disaster, I never heard anything further about the book project.  
	At the end of June I attended the four-day Quaker Theological Discussion Group Conference at Malone College in Canton, Ohio.  Candida and Crystal were also there for the conference.  I recognized that either as Dean at Rio Grande or in a new non-academic setting in Oregon, I would not have the time to carry out all of my duties as Editor of Quaker Religious Thought.  In the Discussion Group’s business meeting the decision was made that Dean Freiday and I would share the work as co-editors.  Each individual issue would be edited by one or the other of us.  
	Back at Rio Grande, the college’s President concluded the search process by formally offering me the position of Dean.  Some slippage had come about from what had seemed unanimous faculty support for me; this left me uncomfortable, and I asked for a few days to make my decision.  On July 7th I picked Crystal up in Richmond, Indiana, to drive her back to Lincoln for her second year of graduate school.  As I drove into Lincoln at sunset the next day, I exclaimed to Crystal, “I wish I were driving clear to the West coast!”  I knew then what my decision was going to be.  When I got back to Rio Grande I informed the President that I would not be accepting the Deanship and that I would be resigning from the faculty at the end of the second summer term.  The position was later offered to a candidate from outside of Rio Grande.  I subsequently heard reports that he found general acceptance in how he was dealing with the issues at the College.  
	The end of my teaching at Rio Grande was August 17, 1979.  Four days later I headed west in my car.  I made overnight stops at the Champney home in Yellow Springs, Ohio, and in Crystal’s dorm room in Lincoln.  Ten days driving brought me to Portland, where I stayed at the home of Reedwood Friends Dwight and Peggy Lyons, while looking for a place to live.  I quickly found and rented an apartment a few blocks from the church.  I had lunch with two members of the pastoral team:  Jim Higgins and Don Green (the new pastoral team chairman).  Four days after my arrival, I headed back to Ohio and began packing up my belongings.  Two Rio Grande faculty members, Earl Thomas and Bob Pfeifer, helped me load up a U-Haul truck; on September 16 I headed west in the truck – again staying overnight in Crystal’s dormitory room – and arrived at my new apartment on the 22nd.  Dwight Lyons and another friend helped me unload the truck  I left Portland by Amtrak on the 26th, and after spending one night with a Friend in Chicago, I arrived in Huntington, West Virginia, where Earl Thomas and his wife Karen met my train.
	On Monday, October 1, I vacated my house in Gallipolis and headed west.  I had supper at Champney’s and spent the night with Wilmer and Emily Cooper in Richmond.  For the last time, I spent a night in Crystal’s dorm room in Lincoln.  I arrived at my apartment in Portland on October 9, and began job hunting the next day.  I also was going regularly to Sunday church and Wednesday evening Bible study at Reedwood. After three weeks, I found a job as an accounting clerk in a small paper bag factory in northwest Portland (Chase Bag Company), and began work there on November 1.  
	I began to tell people that my move to Portland was either a venture of faith or the craziest gosh-darn thing I had ever done.  When Miriam Burke came to Reedwood for two seminars in February 1980, I made that comment to her, and she replied:  “Maybe both!”  I was now making it my priority to find myself emotionally; I laid aside my ambition to become a leading Quaker scholar.  I certainly had no time or desire to try to find a way to get my book, written during the T. Wistar Brown year, published.
	The Center for Christian Studies, which Howard Macy had founded at Reedwood, had been discontinued after he left the pastoral team for a college teaching position.  Kent Thornburg, a leading Friend at Reedwood, was anxious to get it going again, and was convinced that I was the person to do it.  The first meeting of the revived C.C.S. board was held in late February, with four board members, including myself as chairman.  We arranged for Don Green to teach a class on the book of Revelation, which began two weeks later.  I continued on the C.C.S. board for the rest of my years at Reedwood, and served as its chairman (later clerk) for all of that time except for one year’s break.  
	Crystal was winding up her course work at the University of Nebraska.  For her master’s thesis she had dug out some large pieces of rock and transported them to the University’s geology laboratory.  But late in April 1980, she had kidney surgery.  During the long recovery, she did not have the strength for the heavy work of grinding up the rocks for analysis.  By the end of the academic year, her fellowship grant ran out, and she was unable to complete her thesis for her master’s degree.  
	In the summer of 1980, I was one of five people who moved into a house in northeast Portland.  The house belonged to an evangelical theologian who was taking a sabbatical year in Switzerland, and who made it available to us for that year.  My housemates were young Reedwood Friends – Brian and Carolyn Fuson and Beth Benefiel – and a seminary student from an Evangelical Covenant Church seminary in the Chicago area – Dennis Carlson.  In July I attended a the first of a series of single parents’ retreats, organized by Reedwood, at a retreat house owned by Twin Rocks Conference Center, on the Oregon coast.  
	At some point in 1980 or early 1981 I wrote a letter to Arch Street Meeting, asking that my membership be transferred to Reedwood.  The clerk of Arch Street Meeting sent the letter of transfer, which included the information that I was a recorded minister in good standing.  The letter of transfer was read in the next monthly meeting at Reedwood, and the transfer of my membership and recorded minister status was promptly accepted.  In the next printed minutes of Northwest Yearly Meeting, my name was included in the list of recorded ministers.  I am not sure how much later it was that I studied Northwest Yearly Meeting’s Constitution and Discipline, which spelled out a complicated process, involving both the Yearly Meeting Superintendent and the Yearly Meeting’s department of ministry, for the transfer of the recording as a minister when the individual’s previous membership was not in the Evangelical Friends Alliance and the minister has not been called to serve as a pastor.  I did not have the nerve to ask anyone how Reedwood got away with accepting my status as a recorded minister without going through this process.  As I now re-read the 1979 Constitution and Discipline, I see that the process includes a warning to avoid “unnecessary delay in processing this matter,” and a note that “in normal cases an immediate reply by mail will suffice to give the sense of the department in regard to the question.”  And I recall that the Yearly Meeting Superintendent was Jack Willcuts, who had met me when I first visited Reedwood.  Perhaps the process had been followed after all, and no one bothered to let me know that there had been any involvement at the Yearly Meeting level! 
	In the summer of 1981, Paul Anderson came to Reedwood as a new member of the pastoral team, with responsibility for Christian education.  He also became the pastoral team’s representative on the Center for Christian Studies Board.
	In the fall term of 1981, I taught a Center for Christian Studies course – “On Being Quakers – Yesterday and Today,” in which I described a number of competing twentieth-century interpretations of seventeenth-century Quakerism.  I began with a review of Rufus Jones and Howard and Anna Brinton, with their understanding of Quakerism as mysticism.  I followed these with a variety of interpreters, who agreed in rejecting the mystical interpretation as inadequate, but came up with various alternative approaches:  Lewis Benson, Hugh Barbour, Canby Jones, Rob Tucker, Cecil Hinshaw, Arthur Roberts, Maurice Creasey, Lisa BiebermanKuenning, and Donald S. Nesti.  One long-range outcome of this class was ironic.  My main argument had been to demonstrate the problems with the mystical understanding of Quakerism.  But one student in the class was fairly new to Quakerism and quite new at Reedwood:  Carole Spencer.  Years later, when Friends were honoring my leaving Reedwood and C.C.S., Carole told how it was my course that made her aware of, and sparked her interest in, Rufus Jones and mysticism.  Now she is one of the scholars who has done most to advocate a revived mystical interpretation of Quakerism, purged of the inconsistencies in Rufus Jones’ writings!  
	The last issue of Quaker Religious Thought that I edited appeared in the spring of 1982;  the autumn 1982 issue, edited by Dean Freiday, still listed my name on the masthead as co-editor.  Some time between then and the summer of 1983 I formally resigned as co-editor of QRT.

	In the fall quarter of 1982 Don Green was teaching a C.C.S. class that was also being offered for credit at Western Evangelical Seminary – on peace within Christian history.  In the middle of that term, Don Green suffered a logging accident that left him lying in a coma, hovering between life and death, for several weeks.  Paul Anderson and I took over responsibility for the class, brought in visiting speakers such as Ralph Beebe, etc.  We gave the W.E.S. students the choice of taking a final exam or writing a major term paper.  I had the responsibility for reading and grading the term papers – and found especial gratification in being able to give A’s for outstanding papers by three Quaker students:  Cathy Sherman [now Catherine Griffith], RethaMcCutchen, and Greg Lamm!  Don Green’s death was felt as a major blow by Friends at Reedwood.  
	Before I moved to Oregon, Candida had notified me that she wanted our separation to proceed to a divorce.  At her request, soon after the move, I got in touch with an attorney, who filed the court papers for divorce.  Nothing much happened; I became more and more convinced that divorce and moving on was the right thing for me.  Candida had a change of heart and began to resist any moves toward divorce.  Finally, in 1983, I fired my attorney and engaged a new attorney who began to pursue the matter more actively.  Candida contacted the Board of Elders at Reedwood and demanded that they prevent me from going through with the divorce.  The Elders appointed three Friends to meet with me:  Paul Anderson, Ruth Corwin (Paul Anderson’s aunt and a long-time Reedwood Friend), and Floyd ? (a recorded minister, and chaplain of a school for troubled boys).  They met with me [I believe in December 1983] in Paul Anderson’s office.  Paul asked me what it would take for me to reconsider getting a divorce.  I reluctantly said that Candida would have to give up her anger toward me and stop trying to assess blame for past events.  They phoned Candida, long-distance, then and there, and presented these conditions for her response.  She refused point-blank to make any such changes, insisting that her anger was fully justified.  After the call, Paul, Ruth, and Floyd told me that, although all three were opposed in principle to divorce, they could not feel justified in asking me to desist from seeking the divorce.  The divorce was set for trial on January 19, in the Multnomah County Court House in Portland.  I was present with my attorney.  Candida was represented only by written objections which she had filed with the court.  The divorce was granted, effective March 19, 1984.  

	There had been strong interest at Reedwood in expanding the Center for Christian Studies Program.  We began bringing in visiting leaders for occasional weekend seminars.  We also began an ambitious Visiting Scholar program.  A scholar from a geographically distant area – usually but not always a Friend – would come to Reedwood and be in residence for four to six weeks – offering a C.C.S. class on Wednesday evenings, and also having time to pursue his or her own research interests.  Our first Visiting Scholar was Ron Selleck, a Friend who was just finishing up his graduate study, who was at Reedwood in the spring of 1986.  Others followed, sometimes in successive years, sometimes one in every two years.  
	I was invited to read a paper at the 1987 Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference.  This would be my first QTDG conference since I had moved to Portland in 1979.  The theme of the conference was “justice and peace.”  After some correspondence, the topic of my paper was agreed on:  “Quaker Peace Witness:  the biblical and historical roots.”   I did little new writing for this paper; rather, I cobbled together abbreviated versions of my 1968 Shrewsbury Lecture and of the chapters on Edward Burrough and Jonathan Dymond from my “Experience and Ethics” essay.  The conference was held at Guilford College, North Carolina, in June 1987.  My paper and the other papers read at that conference were published in the Summer 1988 issue of Quaker Religious Thought.  This was the first time that any of my writing.from the 1976-77 T. Wistar Brown Fellowship year, appeared in published form.
	In the fall of 1987 I was one of ten scholars who received a letter from Daniel L. Smith, who was by then a faculty member at Wilmington College.  He invited each of us to submit a scholarly essay to be published in a festschrift in honor of Canby Jones, who was approaching retirement from his teaching career at Wilmington.  I replied by sending Daniel a mimeographed copy of my essay, “A Revisionist Revised:  A New Look at Bernstein’s Cromwell and Communism.”  He was hoping to have the volume complete by the following summer.  However, he was increasingly unhappy in his situation at Wilmington, and around that time he moved to Loyola Marymount University in Los Angeles, where he eventually married a student and lengthened his name to Daniel L. Smith-Christopher.  

	Beginning late in 1988, a friend named Russ Carpenter and I had been renting a house together in northeast Portland.  I was expecting that I would be working at Chase Bag Company until I reached 65 in June 1992.  However, in 1990, bag sales had been dropping, and the hourly staff at the factory had been through several layoffs of one or more weeks each.  I was not totally surprised when, in November 1990, the regional management showed up at the factory and announced that the plant was being closed.  I was one of the few employees who were kept on for a couple of weeks to help wind things down, and then my work came to an end in early December.  Russ had moved out of the house to live with a girl friend; I quickly made arrangements to rent a room, with bathroom and kitchen privileges, in a house owned by a friend, Barbara Davis, a few blocks north of Lloyd Center.
	I did get a modest severance payment from Chase Bag Company.  I began collecting Social Security, and collected unemployment insurance for 6 months, while making some regular effort to look for work.  I was able to save enough during these 6 months to tide me over for the year until a couple of pensions began, and I could begin medicare, in June 1992.  By the end of June 1991, when my unemployment benefits expired, I acknowledged to myself that I was now a retired person, and I stopped looking for work.  
	By 1991 Celia Mueller was Reedwood’s pastoral team member responsible for Christian education and the pastoral team’s representative on the Center for Christian Studies Board.  As we were planning the autumn term, I suggested that I would be interested in repeating the course, “On Being Quakers – Yesterday and Today,” which I had taught ten years before.  Celia Mueller felt that CCS was overdue to have a Bible course.  The attempt to resolve these competing proposals was a case of the Quaker business process at its best.  Recognizing that my recent retirement would permit ample time for fresh course preparation, I was led to suggest a change in the focus of the course I proposed to teach:  I would teach a course in how early Friends used the Bible.  This was not a topic that I had ever seriously studied.  Indeed, I did not know of any study, by anyone, that I could turn to as a resource; I would have to start from scratch, going back directly to early Quaker writings, if I was to find anything to say on the subject!
	The results proved to be surprisingly fruitful.  When I had begun my studies at the University of Chicago Divinity School, I attended a retreat for entering students.  Some words at that retreat by Old Testament professor J. CoertRylaarsdam etched themselves deeply on my mind; he affirmed that our goal as students and scholars should be to learn to “think Hebrew.”  While at Chicago, I studied books by a number of biblical scholars in order to clarify my own basic theological stance.  These scholars included Oscar Cullman, Walther Eichrodt, G. Ernest Wright, and Bernhard W. Anderson.  I summarized their approach:  the goal of biblical study is empathy – to get ourselves into the same drama in which the Hebrews and earliest Christians were involved, to examine the Old Testament and the New Testament from within.  This was a point which I came to emphasize when I was teaching my courses in Bible at Kentucky Wesleyan and Rio Grande Colleges.
	In my first year at Chicago, I took a full-year sequence of courses in constructive theology.  In a major term paper for that sequence, I studied the 8-volume Works of George Fox, in order to tease out central themes and emphases in his theology.  I had followed a similar approach in my study of the Works of Edward Burrough, during my T. Wistar Brown year.  
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Now I decided on a different approach.  I began by looking intensively at just one epistle by George Fox and one epistle by Edward Burrough, to see if I could discern by close examination just how these Friends used the Bible in these two letters.  The result was a eureka! moment.  I discovered that Fox and Burrough had achieved what we modern biblical scholars were so painstakingly trying to accomplish:  they were already reading the Bible with empathy, and assuming that their Quaker readers were doing the same!  
	I was convinced enough of the significance of my discovery that I did a detailed write-up of the findings of my autumn 1991 course, and submitted it to Quaker Religious Thought.  The article appeared in the March 1993 issue of QRT as “Early Friends and the Bible:  Some Observations.”  
	In early January 1992 IzzyCovalt and I met, and began dating.  Izzy lived in Albany, about 70 miles south of Portland.  I invited her to Reedwood’s weekend retreat at the end of February, at Twin Rocks camp on the Oregon coast.  She liked what she found at Twin Rocks, and immediately began attending church regularly with me at Reedwood.  (She had stopped attending church during her days of active alcoholism, but at this point in her recovery she was ready to begin again.)  

	Doug Gwyn was our visiting scholar at Reedwood in October and November 1993.  My friendship with Doug had gone back to days when he and I were both active in the Quaker Theological Discussion Group.  Now he was pastor of the Friends Church in Berkeley, California.  
	In June 1994, with some financial assistance which IzzyCovalt offered me, I moved out of my single room in northeast Portland into a large two-bedroom apartment a short walk from the Clackamas Town Center shopping mall.  
	A faculty member at Wilmington College, D. Neil Snarr, had picked up the plans for the Canby Jones festschrift and had carried it to completion.  As a contributor to the volume, I was invited to be present when the book was presented to Canby at a session of Wilmington Yearly Meeting on July 6, 1994.  Izzy and I flew to Ohio, attended sessions of Wilmington Yearly Meeting, spent half a day with Ken and Peggy Champney, visited the campuses of Earlham College and Earlham School of Religion, and finally enjoyed a delightful evening session when the book, Practiced in the Presence:  Essays in Honor of T. Canby Jones, was presented to Canby.  
	Soon after his stay in Reedwood, serious issues had surfaced in regard to Doug Gwyn’s ministry, and he had had to leave Berkeley.  The aftermath of these developments included lawsuits against the church, and the defection of a substantial group of members.  Berkeley Friends called on Northwest Yearly Meeting [I believe the Board of Ministerial Service] for pastoral help in seeing them through the crisis.  Stan Thornburg, chairman of Reedwood’s pastoral team, had made a visit to Berkeley.  As part of this service Izzy and I spent four full days in Berkeley in October 1994.  Mostly we were there to do some deep listening to individuals; I was asked to preach the sermon during Sunday worship.
	At the end of April 1995 Izzy and I were back at Berkeley for another weekend.  I had been invited to be speaker at Berkeley Friends Church’s annual Quaker Heritage Day.  I made four 50-minute presentations on the Saturday, on the topic “Early Friends and the Bible”  -- presenting essentially the same information as in my 1991 C.C.S. class and the 1993 QRT article.  Friends were present from Strawberry Creek (?) Friends Meeting (Pacific Yearly Meeting) as well as from Berkeley Friends.  A book table had been set out, and I had brought copies of that issue of Quaker Religious Thought for sale.  One Strawberry Creek Friend detected an evangelical bias in my presentation, and challenged me to read Thomas Hamm’s The Transformation of American Quakerism.  I purchased a copy at the book table, and back in my hotel room read that book deep into two evenings.  What I read deeply shocked and disturbed me; Thomas Hamm presented evidence that, if correct, would completely overturn my understanding of what had been going on in Quakerism in the late nineteenth century.  
	Over the next weeks I checked out the evidence and became convinced that Hamm was right.  Much of what happened, including the origins of the pastoral system, was not simply an inevitable development but was rather deliberately imposed on Gurneyite Friends by a small party of radical holiness ministers, whose vision of the nature of the church and its ministry was totally at odds, not only with prevailing Quietist Quakerism but also with the basic vision which had driven Friends from their earliest beginnings.  I eventually published these conclusions in a Quaker Religious Thought article in January 1999:  “Some Issues From Nineteenth-Century Quakerism.”  
	Meanwhile, Paul Anderson had invited me to submit an essay for a festschrift for Arthur Roberts, which he and Howard Macy were planning.  I responded by sending him two chapters from my 1976-1977 T.Wistar Brown project, giving him his choice for the Arthur Roberts volume and offering the other for publication in Quaker Religious Thought.  The outcome was that “Religion and Ethics in the Thought of Richard Ullmann” appeared in the May 1996 issue of QRT, and that “Religion and Ethics in the Thought of John Bellers” appeared in Truth’s Bright Embrace:  Essays and Poems in Honor of Arthur O. Roberts, also published in 1996.  Two full chapters, and portions of two more chapters, from the T. Wistar Brown Fellowship typescript, have never been published.  
	In March 1998 IzzyCovalt and I presented a request to Reedwood’s monthly meeting, to be married under the care of the meeting.  The monthly meeting appointed a clearness committee to meet with us and make a recommendation back to the monthly meeting.  Izzy and I met with the clearness committee at the end of May.  We were looking forward to the wedding taking place in October. The clearness committee reported back favorably, and Monthly Meeting approvedholding our wedding under the care of the meeting.  In mid-June I had a heart attack (my second one; the first had been ten years earlier).  It became clear that the wedding would need to be postponed, so that I would have time to regain sufficient health to take full part in the wedding preparations and planning.  Our October plan had included a Saturday wedding.  As plans matured, we proposed that our wedding take place during the regular Sunday morning worship hour.  
	The way things eventually worked out for our wedding on Sunday, January 31, 1999, was that a regular worship service took place first.  Izzy and I were given the choice of preacher for the day – we chose Irv Brendlinger, whose sermon centered on the life and example of St. Francis of Assisi.  The wedding ceremony took place immediately following, during the usual Sunday School hour.  The main deviation from a traditional unprogrammed Quaker wedding was a planned musical offering:  a trio consisting of Marilyn Pruitt, Marie Bullock, and Jan Schmeltzer sang a version of the St. Francis prayer.  Nearly four hundred Friends, friends, and family members crowded into the Reedwood sanctuary for the wedding.  The wedding was followed by a wedding dinner catered by the Eastport Izzy’s Pizza Restaurant.  (My main contribution to the plan there was that I insisted on having Izzy’s famous sticky rolls instead of a wedding cake!)  After a honeymoon in Santa Barbara and San Francisco, California, I moved into Izzy’s home in Albany.  
	In May 1999 I taught a four-week CCS course at Reedwood on “Friends and the Bible:  A Historical Survey.”  In this course I not only repeated my earlier findings about how the earliest Friends interpreted the Bible; I also picked out a representative variety of Friends throughout subsequent years and centuries, in order to show how widely their interpretations differed from oneanother, as well as from the first Friends:  I included John Bellers, John Woolman, Joseph John Gurney, Lucretia Mott, David Updegraff, Elbert Russell, Daniel Smith-Christopher and others.  I did not find any Friends after the late 17th century, until the late 20th century, who came even close to the early Quaker empathetic reading of scripture.  Subsequently, Iseveral times repeated that series of lectures, both in Sunday Schooland in CCS classes, at Reedwood, up through October 2003.  
	By late 2000 Izzy and I were finding it increasingly difficult to drive the 70 miles each way to Reedwood every Sunday, and we were beginning to check out various options closer to home.  Izzy still held her membership at Faith Lutheran Church in Albany, and we began attending that church occasionally.  
	I am not sure when it was that Izzy encouraged me to consider expanding my lecture series on Friends and the Bible into a full-length book.  It was not long before I was making a substantial beginning on that writing project.  The one date that I can pinpoint for sure is the Quaker Theological Discussion Group conference at George Fox University in Newberg, June 24-26, 2004.  A couple of review papers at that conference made me aware of Michael Birkel’s new book and essay on John Woolman, in which Birkel emphasized Woolman’s “near sympathy” with the biblical prophets.  In a speakerphone call from the conference to Michael Birkel, I admitted to him that he was causing me to reconsider the central argment of my lecture series, that the early Quaker empathy with the biblical writers had completely disappeared by the end of the seventeenth century.  At that time I believe I was already under way with my new writing project.  
	In March 2006 I spent three days in Newberg, in order to copy out quotations from the works of Samuel Fisher, which were in the locked cabinet at George Fox University library.  Since my write-up of Samuel Fisher came at the end of chapter 2 of my book, this is the first clear indication of a definite point in my early writing.  
	On Wednesday, January 12, 2005, when I was at Reedwood for a Center for Christian Studies board meeting, I attended a class sponsored by Reedwood’s Missions Committee, at which Peggy Parsons reported on her recent extended trip to Burundi.  Carole Spencer told me that Peggy had recently started a “church plant” in Salem.  I managed to go on line and find information about Freedom Friends Church.  Izzy and I visited Freedom Friends Church for the first time on January 23, 2005.  At that time, we had been pretty equally dividing our attendance between Reedwood and Faith Lutheran Church in Albany.  Our second visit to Freedom Friends was March 13th, and from then on we were dividing our attendance between Freedom Friends and Faith Lutheran.  It was to be several years before we would be at Reedwood again for Sunday worship.  I did continue going to C.C.S. board meetings until June, when I finally resigned my clerkship of that board.  
	In September 2005 I wrote to the Clerk of Reedwood Monthly Meeting, requesting that my membership be transferred to Freedom Friends Church.  On October 8, 2005, Dwight Kimberly, Presiding Clerk at Reedwood, wrote a letter of transfer, which began, “This letter is to certify that T. Vail Palmer, Jr., a Recorded Minister, has requested a transfer of his membership from Reedwood Friends Church, Portland, Oregon, to your Meeting’s care, Freedom Friends Church, Salem, Oregon.  This action was approved, with regret, at our last regularly scheduled Monthly Meeting on September 13, 2005.  Vail has been an active member of our Meeting for the past twenty five years.  He is considered by our Meeting to have spiritual wisdom and leadership skills.”On November 14, I received an email from Peggy Parsons:  “Yesterday at Business meeting we read the letter from Dwight Kimberly and approved your membership with great joy!”  
	Since the Northwest Yearly Meeting Faith and Practice does not say anything about a situation where a Northwest Yearly Meeting recorded minister requests a transfer of membership to a meeting not belonging to Evangelical Friends International, there was considerable uncertainty about my status as a recorded minister.
	On January 11, 2006, I wrote a letter to Colin Saxton, General Superintendent of Northwest Yearly Meeting.  The letter read, in part:  “I have recently received my 2006 ‘Minister’s Annual Certificate of Recording’ card, signed by you and Lon Fendall.. . . I am no longer a member of Northwest Yearly Meeting, by virtue of the recent transfer of my membership from Reedwood Friends Church (Portland, OR) to Freedom Friends Church (Salem, OR).  I presume that this means I am no longer a recorded minister within Northwest Yearly Meeting?  I am not clear what is supposed to happen, in good ordering, as a result of the transfer of my membership out of the Yearly Meeting, but still within the larger Friends Church.  I would appreciate your guidance in this matter.”
	Colin Saxton replied by email on February 21, 2006:  “Since we were unaware of your transfer of membership to Freedom Friends, the NWYM office did, inadvertently, issue another annual card.  As you note, transferring your membership out of NWYM discontinues your recording within this Yearly Meeting.  You have been such a wonderful contributor to our life as a faith community for many years, I am sorry to be ‘losing’ you. . . . Please let me know if there is ever a way I can be of support to you.”  
	The relevant portion of Freedom Friends Faith and Practice reads:  “Freedom Friends Church will receive recorded ministers by transfer. . . . If a minister is discontinued solely because of their membership with Freedom Friends Church, that minister’s recording may also be taken up.  In these cases, Ministry and Oversight will consider the circumstances and standing of the minister and make a recommendation to the business meeting.”
	In May I received the following Minute of Recording from Freedom Friends Church:  “At a regular meeting for worship through business on the 14th day of May, 2006, T. Vail Palmer was recorded as a minister of the Gospel.  This recording was approved in recognition of Vail’s previous recorded ministry and service in New England Yearly Meeting, Philadelphia Yearly Meeting and Northwest Yearly Meeting.  Vail came to us from Reedwood Friends Church with a letter recognizing 25 years of dedicated service.  We recognize Vail’s public ministry to the Religious Society of Friends as a teacher, scholar, historian and vocal minister.  Vail’s ministry has continued among us, and we are grateful to God for his service.  We witness this gratitude by the signing of this minute.”  
	In the fall of 2008 I contacted Ministry and Oversight at Freedom Friends, to see whether they might recommend to Monthly Meeting that my book project be recognized as a sustained ministry project by way of a Minute of Service.  On October 12, 2008, Freedom Friends Church in its Monthly Meeting authorized a Minute of Service to cover my work on the book, “Friends, God, and the Bible.”  In January of 2011 I made a written report to Monthly Meeting on my progress on this project since the time that the Minute of Service had been granted.  




